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poets which are perhaps worth recalling, as they sum up November,
and express the feelings of many of us to-day:                 1918

" * The glories of our blood and State
Are shadows, not substantial things.
There is no armour against fate,
Death lays his icy hand on kings/ "

" And at the end of these fine lines he adds, what we
in these testing times in Great Britain have seen and
proved to be the secret and the safeguard of our
Monarchy:

" ' Only the actions of the just

Smell sweet and blossom in the dust/ "